me i rageaie 


Who is moft inward with the noble Duke? 

Bi. why you my Lb : roe thinkes you fhould fcontft know 
Buc. Who I my Lo ? we know caeh others faces : (his mind 
But for our hat ts,he knowes no more of mine. 

Then I ofyours: nor I no more of his, then youof mine: 
Lo:’Haftings,you and he are neere in loue. 

Haft. I thankc his Grace, 1 know he loues me well: 

But for his purpofe in the coronation : 
lhaue not founded him, nor hedeliuerd 
His Graces pleafure anyway therein; 

But you my noble Lot may name the time, 

And in the Dukes bchalfe,Ile giue my voice. 

Which I prefume he w ill take in gentle part. 

Bifi. Now in good time here comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Glo. My noble L and Cofens all, good morrow, (Er.Glo, 
I hauebeneIongafleeper,butnowI hope 
My abfcncc doth neglcft no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might liaue bene concluded.' 

Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lo: 
William L. Haftings had no w proncunft your part: 

1 meane your voice for crowning of the King. 

Glo , Thcnmy L. Haftings no man might beholder, 

His Lordfhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft . I thankc your Grace. 

Glo. MyL.ofElie, Bi[b. MyLo: 

Glo . WhenlwaslaftinHplborne, 

I faw good ftravvbcrries in your garden there, 

Ido befeech you fend for fome of them, 

B>[b. I go my Lord. 

Glo. Cofen Buckingham^ word with you: 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufincfle, 

And findes the tefty Gentleman fo hot. 

As he will loofe his head care giue confent, 

His Maifters fonne as worfhipfoll he termes it, 

Shall loofe the royalty of Englands throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. lie follow you. E.v.Gt, 

Dar, Wc haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph, 

X P morrow in mine opinion is coo fooncs 











of Richard the third. 

Fori my felfeam not fo well prouided, Enter, B , 

As elfe I would be, were the day prolonged. of Ely. 

By. Where is ray L.prote<ftor,I haue fent for thefe ftrawbe- 
Ha. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth to day, (ries. 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit. 

I chinke there is ncuer a maninchriftendome, 

That can lefler hide his loue or hate t hen he : 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart. 

Dar. What of his heart perceiue you in his face. 

By any likelihood he lhcwed to day? 

Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended. 

For if he wcre,hc would haue fhewen it in his face. 

Dar. I pray God he be not, I fay. Enter Glo, 

Glo. I pray you al!,what do they deferue, 

That doconfpiremy death with diuellifh plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild, 

Vpon my bodie with their hellifh charities ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your grace my Lo : 

Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence, 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be: 

I fay my Lord they haue delei ued death. 

Glo. Then be your eies the witnefle of this ill. 

See how I am bewitcht, behold mine armc 
Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife ,that monftrous witch. 
Conferred with that harlotftrumpct Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts -thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gratious 
Glo, If thou protestor of this damned (trumpet, 

Teift thou me ofiffes? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head.Now by Saint Paule* 

I will not dine to day I fweare, 

V ntiil I fee the fame, fome fee it done: 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. E xemtjntAnei 
Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: Cat, with Ha, 
For I too fo nd might haue presented this; if.;*: 

Stanley did dreamctheboaredidracehishelmc,' > 
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